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TheTrAgedk^ 

Slue bidding {arewell to fo fwectc a gueft, 

As my fwcete Richard : yet agaync me thmket 
Some vnborne foprow ripe in Fortunes wombc# 

Is comm ng towardcs me and ray inward foule. 

With nothing trembles, at fomcthiiig it grieues^ 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bu(hie Eachfubftance pfagriefehath twenty fludowes* 
Which /hew cs like gnefe it fclfe,but is not fo: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Diuides one thing entire to many obieAs, 
Likepcrfpc£hues»which rightly gazdevpon 
Shew nothing but confufi on; eyde awry, 

Diftingui/h forme : fo your fweet maiclHc> 

Looking awry vpon your Lords departure* 

Finde lhapes of griefe more than himfclfc to waile. 

Which lookt on as it is? is naught but lhadows 
Of what it is not; then thrice (gracious Quccne) 

More then your Lords departure weep not>more is norfees 
Or if it be, Cis with falfe Sorrowes eye. 

Which for things true»weepe$ things imaginarie. 

Qwe«e It may be fo; but yet my inward foulc 
Perlwadcs me it is otherwife : how ere it be* 

1 cannot but be (ad : fo hcauic (ad, 

As thought on thinking on no tiiought I thinkc. 

Makes me with hcauy nothing faint and (hrinke. 

Bnp>, Tii nothing but conceit my gratioiis Lady. 

Qaeewe T is nothing Icfle : conceit is (fill dcriude. 

From feme forefather griefe, mine is not (b. 

For nothing hath begot my fomcihing griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue; 

Tis in reuerfion thatl do poflcfic. 

But what it is that is not yet knowen what, 

I cannot name, tis namclcflc woci wot. 

Grtene God (auc your maiefty* and wellmetGentleraeti, 
I hope the King is not yet fliipt for Ireland. 

Q«ff«e Why hope ft thou fo?t is better hope he is, 

For his defignes crane ha'fte,his hade good hope: 

Then wherefore doftthou hope he is not /hipK Crtt«e 


Rkhdrd thejectttd, 

ertene That he our hope might haue retirdehis power, 
And driuen into defpaire an enemies hope, 

Who drongly hath fetfooting in this landk 
The banilht Bullingbrooke repeales himfelfci 
And with vplifted armcs is fafe ariude at Rauenipurgh. 
Qwne Now God in lieauen forbid. 

Greent Ah Madam! tis too true, and that is worfet 
The lord Northumberland, hisfon yong H.Pcrciej 
The lords of Rofle.Bcaumond, and Willoughby, 

With all their powerful friends are fled tohim. 

Why haue you not prbclaimd Northumberland 
And al the reft rcuolted faffion, traitoursf 
Greene We haue, whereupon the earle of W orcefter 
Flath broken his Sra/fe, refignd his Stewardftiip, 

And al the houftiold (eruants fled with him to Bullingbrook 
QiKtne So Greene, thou art the midwife to my woe, 
AndBullingbrookcmylbrowcsdifmallhcire, . 

Now hath my foiile brought forth her predigtc. 

And I a gafping new delnietd mother, 

Haue woe to woe,forow to foi ow ioynde 
BuPiie Difpaire not Madam. 

QMene W ho (hall hinder me? 

I willdifpairtandbcat enmitie 
With coufening Hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparafitc. akeepcrbacke of Death, 

Whogently would diflbluc the bands of life, 

Which falfe Hope lingers in extremitie. 

Greene HerecomestheDukeof Yotke. 

Qt^ene With fignes of war about his aged neckc, 

^ Oh fill ofcarcfull bufines arc his lookes! 

V ncle. for Gods fa ke fpoake comfortable wordes. 

Torke Should I do fo I fliouldbcly my thoughts. 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing 1 iucs but cro(Ies,cares and griefe: 

Your husband, he is gone to faue for off, 

V Vhilfl: others come to make him loofc at home; 

Heerc am I left to vnderprop bis land. 

Who 
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